" . . . But I know he doesn't like anybody to go into his room when he isn't there."
" That's it! He leaves her his key ! He manages to give her the idea that he has things in his room that he wouldn't want seen! "
" Listen, madame. If I thought I could find the cafe where he is, that would suit me much better. You have no idea at all ? "
" It might be at the corner of the rue Rambuteau and the rue Beaubourg. I know that he goes there sometimes."
" Good. I'll try there. In any case, if he comes back, tell him to vait for me. Tell him not to stir. Tell him that I've found a job for him, and that it is very urgent. I shall be back in a quarter of an hour at the most."
cc All this is rather my own fault. I have been slack, and not stern enough 'with him. In the first place, it was understood from the very first day that I was to find another hiding-place for him — that he was to get away from here. He wanted to stay until to-morrow. So as not to sacrifice the week's rent. A miserable reason. I agreed to that. There's no getting away from the fact that I agreed to that. What am I to call it ? Weakness of mind. Weakness of will. A fine example of the way to make mistakes — the way you get caught.
" But there's worse than that. I haven't found his new hiding-place for him yet. I've hardly looked for one. Not seriously. Laziness? Yes. Might as well look it straight in the face. But suppose we go on like this. Imagine his leaving his key with that old woman ! That's more of my slackness - pretending I didn't want to rush him. I don't even know what he may be hiding in his room. His loot. He must have some loot. What about that parcel he mentioned to me the first day-and about which he's never spoken since ? I looked in all the corners. No cupboards. Under the bed ? The old woman would have found it the first time she cleaned the room.
** Suppose he has it somewhere else.   A much more

